KAI LUNG'S GOLDEN HOUES

of violence and drunken song, and men and women
lapped from deep lakes filled up with wine; but
the rice-sacks of the poor had long been turned
out and shaken for a little dust; their eyes were
closing and in their hearts they were as powder
between the mill - stones. On the north and the
west the barbarians had begun to press forward
in resistless waves, and from The Island to The
Beak pirates laid waste the coast.

1.   UNDER   THE   DRAGON'S  WING

Among the lagoons of the Upper Seng river a
cormorant fisher, Ten-teh by name, daily followed
his occupation. In seasons of good harvest, when
they of the villages around had grain in abundance
and money with which to procure a more varied
diet, Ten-teh was able to regard the ever-changeful
success of his venture without anxiety, and even
to add perchance somewhat to his store; but when
affliction lay upon the land the carefully-gathered
hoard melted away and he did not cease to upbrai$
himself for adopting so uncertain a means of live-
lihood. At these times the earth-tillers, having
neither money to spend nor crops to harvest,
caught such fish as they could for themselves.
Others in their extremity did not scruple to drown
themselves and their dependents in Ten-teh's
waters, so that while none contributed to his
prosperity the latter ones even greatly added to
the embarrassment of his craft. When, therefore,
his own harvest failed him in addition, or tempests
drove him. back to a dwelling which was destitute
of food either for himself, his household, or his
cormorants, his self-reproach did not appear to
be ill-reasoned. Yet in spite of all Ten-teh was
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